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Author's Notes: 
This is the first time I've tried my hand at Dave and | don't really know what l'm doing but there isn't enough 
Kirk/Dave fic in the world so | figured I'd do my part. Excuse the cheesy title. 


Inspired by the interview Kirk gave back in 20lb about feeling empathy for Dave. 


A little extra warning for period-typical internalized homophobia. | can't really imagine a version of Dave who 


wouldn't have issues the size of Mount Rushmore. 


The first time Dave Mustaine meets Kirk Hammett, he's bent over a porch railing hurling his heart out. In 


retrospect, Dave wishes he'd been in a state to give a more intimidating first impression 


They'd driven all the way from LA to Berkley early because Lars and James wanted him to see this bassist 
they'd been checking out and they could just crash in the van before their gig the next night. Besides, it's a 


house party and they can probably bum some beer and summer is almost over. 

The redhead with the bell bottoms turns out to be quite impressive. Afterwards, James is so giddy at the 
way he plucks with his fingers that he keeps handing Dave drinks absentmindedly while he tries to impress the 
guy with his hard-partying ways. Dave gets the sense that Cliff isn't really swayed by James's ability to chug 


beer at 200 beats per minute but they seem to get along and Dave never says no to free drinks. 


Which is why he ends up outside spilling his guts into some rich kid's mom's flower bed while the party 


continues inside. 
"Hey, you alright?" 


Dave waves his hand weakly and directs another heave at the rose bush beneath the porch but it seems like 
he's finally managed to empty his stomach. 


There's a skinny kid with dark hair skimming his shoulders standing a few feet away. Dave can't really make his 


face out clearly but he looks young, like maybe he hasn't even hit puberty yet. 
"Dude, that's gotta be one for the ages", the kid says, cocking an eyebrow. 
Dave grunts. Something crashes to the floor inside, followed by a shriek and then uproarious laughter. 


"M fine", he mutters but when he tries to pull himself upright he stumbles over his own feet and almost 


takes a nosedive into the ground. 


A pair of slim but strong hands close around his biceps. Dave looks down, his brain trying to piece together 
what the fuck is happening. 


"Easy there", the kid says and there's something silky woven into his voice. 
Dave blinks and shoves him off. 


"Get off of me, fag", he growls and does his best to stalk off with some kind of dignity, stumbling back 
towards the party. 


The second time Dave sees Kirk he doesn't even know it. 


Its their first gig in San Francisco and everything is on edge because he can feel the crowd sizing them up. 
But they seem to be winning the room over and by the time Dave is ripping into the opening notes of "The 


Prince" the sweat hangs heavy in the air and he feels like a god among men. 


He scans the room and spots a curly black head staring right at him, crooked teeth bared in a carnivorous 
grin. Something about it strikes at the back of his head, like when you have someone's name at the tip of your 
tongue. And then he meets a pair of dark eyes. 

They look Aungry. 

Dave feels a jolt somewhere deep in his gut and misses a beat. 

He looks down at his fingers, cursing and finding his footing again When he looks up, the kid's face has 
disappeared behind a thick mess of black hair as he headbangs like a person possessed. Then James presses up 


against Dave, his whole body shaking violently from how fast he's picking over the strings and Dave forgets all 
about those dark eyes. 


The third time Dave sees Kirk he's tucking long black curls behind his ears and giggling up at James like a little 


school girl. 

It takes Dave a moment to realize that Kirk is, in fact, not some chick come to hang out with the big bad 
rockstars in waiting. In Dave's defense, his nerves were so bad before the gig that he drank enough to puke 
twice before even going on stage. James kept shoving beer in his face all through the show and since the 


crowd was twice as big as last time Dave just accepted them. 


So, okay, his feet might not be the steadiest they have ever been when he stumbles into the room just in 


time to hear James explain how he's been been listening to the Ramone's to figure out his downpicking. 
"That's so cool", Kirk says and Dave immediately wants to bash his face in. 

"You done with the groupies yet, Jamie?" 

Dave makes sure to put a little extra venom into the words and feels a satisfying warmth in his stomach 
when Kirk rolls his eyes and it isn't until that exact second that Dave realizes that he knows those eyes from 
somewhere. 


"Come on man, are you so drunk you don't even recognize the guy who opened for us?" James snickers. 


"| can't keep track of everyone", Dave huffs but he's off balance now, scrambling for something more biting to 


say. 
To his chagrin, Kirk just laughs and shakes his head. 


"Dude, it's fine, you guys are the conquering heroes anyway", he says with a shrug. 


Its really fucking annoying how one self-deprecating remark can disarm Dave's entire arsenal of insults. What's 
even more annoying is the fact that James is laughing with Kirk, not at him. The only logical conclusion is that 


they're both laughing at Dave. He feels the tips of his ears turn red. 


"| guess it's nice to get to play to a decent crowd for a change. I'm sure you'll have plenty to write about it in 


your diary", he scowls. 


That one seems to to have landed because Dave is almost sure he spots the glint of something steely in Kirk's 


eyes. But his smile remains serene, like he's floating far above Dave. 


"| guess, it's not every day you see someone who's heavy enough to rival Tommy lommi", he says and smiles 
at James, who turns a bright shade of pink but looks pleased nonetheless. 


Before Dave can think of something else to say they're back to talking about whatever, listing off their 
favorite Sabbath songs. 


Dave slumps down and is pulling his shoes off when Lars saunters over and hands him a beer, raising his own 


in greeting. 
"You did good", he says and plops down. 


Dave grunts in response. Lars is always amicable but there's something in the way his eyes dart around a 
room as if checking off a list of the people in it that sets Dave off. 


James can be mean and scary when he's drunk but mostly he's a shy kid and fucked up in the same way 
Dave's fucked up and that makes it even, sort of. But Lars has travelled the world, he's seen things Dave can't 
even imagine and he's so good at letting little white lies slip past his lips. All of it adds up to a puzzle with 


missing pieces. 


Dave doesn't like the way Lars is looking at him now, eyes darting to James and Kirk and then back to Dave 


again. There's a disconcerting smirk on his lips. 


"You think James would let a guy suck his cock if he was horny enough?" he asks idly and nods in Kirk's 


direction. 

Dave chokes on his beer. 
"The fuck?" He coughs. 
Lars shrugs. 


"Just saying, he kind of looks like a chick anyway. Couldn't be that different.” 


"James isn't a fucking fag", Dave snorts, a little too loudly because he catches Kirk frowning in their direction 
Lars giggles. 


Chill out, l'm only asking questions. | don't think you have to worry, from what I've heard that dude is pretty 


awesome. James probably just wants to pick his brain 


Dave wonders if Lars is trying to bait him. He's dimly aware of the fact that James and Kirk are still talking in 
excited voices and James is playfully punching Kirk's arm. It makes Dave want to break things. He downs the 
rest of his beer and crushes the can, feels a satisfying sting in his palm when the metal bends. 


He's not sure what's worse, that James is talking to Kirk instead of Dave or that Kirk is talking to James 
instead of Dave. Before he has time to poke at that hornet's nest, Lars hands him a bottle of whisky and Dave 
starts chugging. 


The fourth time Dave sees Kirk he's gotten better at not getting blackout drunk before going on stage. Things 
are clicking, the set list is filling up with their own songs and during the drive up from LA they're talking about 
making a record. The air has turned colder, fall is setting in for real and it feels like the start of something. 


Dave still kind of hates Lars's guts but he likes James and Ron is fine even though Dave knows his bandmates 
are gunning still gunning for the bell bottoms. But basically, things are finally going right in his life and Dave'll 
still get fucked up but at least he doesn't have to drink to get on stage anymore. 


So when the opening act starts their set Dave ducks into the crowd to check out the competition. 


It turns out Kirk really is something of a wunderkind, deftly running his hands up and down the fretboard with 
fingers smooth as water. Dave isn't impressed, though. There's nothing in Kirk's solos that he couldn't do 
faster and better. Besides, Kirk looks pretty stupid with that shirt unbuttoned all the way down to his navel. 
What does he think this is, Studio 54? Dave crosses his arms, stands tall and still while everyone around him 


jumps around like idiots. 


And then Kirk opens his eyes, teeth bared in a sly grin as he throws himself back into the rhythm and oh 
shit, Dave knows those eyes. He knows exactly where he's seen them before. Kirk is staring right at him, a 
soft gaze through heavy eyelids, as he puts a little more force in his right hand and makes his guitar screech 


obscenely. 
The sound makes Dave think of fingernails digging into sweaty skin, of clammy hands and heavy breathing. 


He turns on his heel, knocking people out of the way as he pushes through the crowd. Backstage, he snatches a 
beer can right out of Lars's hands and downs half of it in one go. 


"Hey, don't be a fucking dick!" Lars shrieks. 


Dave isn't sure how he makes it through their set but when he stumbles off the stage he can still hear Kirk's 


guitar ringing out somewhere in the back of his mind. 

The dressing room is a chaotic mess, but what else is new when three rowdy bands share a stage for the 
night and no one has enough money to want to move the party somewhere else. There's a danger in the air, a 
smell of ozone and testosterone. But it gives a reason for the tension that's still coiled like a viper in the pit of 
Dave's stomach so he doesn't mind. 

He keeps his eyes far away from the corner of the room where he knows that Kirk is sitting in deep 
conversation with someone Dave doesn't recognize but it's a constant battle, as if Kirk is the other side of a 
magnet that keeps pulling at his attention So Dave's kind of grateful when Lars gets in the face of one of the 
bigger guys and he finally has an excuse to start throwing fists. 


He gets a couple of punches right in the guy's nose and takes one himself. Then it's over almost as soon as it 


started and Dave lets James drag him out into the hallway. 


"Fuck, Dave, just stay out of trouble, okay? We'll fix this", James says before he disappears back into room 


again and slams the door behind him. 


Dave leans against the wall and drags the back of his hand over his mouth. It comes back flecked with crimson 


red when he inspects it. There's something reassuring in the familiar sight. 

The door opens again and then Kirk is peering at him. 

Dave sneers. 

"IF it isn't the groupie." 

Kirk laughs in response but there's no joy in it and his eyes stay cold. He tips his head back, shaking curly 
bangs out of his face. Dave pretends he doesn't notice that Kirk's shirt is open all the way down now, revealing 
dark peach fuzz that keeps going past the waistband of his tight jeans. 

"You okay?" 


Dave wipes his hand on his t-shirt, leaving faint pink smears running across his chest. 


‘I'm not some fucking damsel in distress, | can take care of my own shit", he says. It sounds whinier than he 


meant it. 


Kirk shrugs and leans against the wall, a little too close. 


"You like the show?" he asks. 


The words are simple and friendly enough but there's something deadly there. Dave gets the sudden sense 
that he's walked into something he doesn't understand. He can feel the hairs stand up on the back of his neck 


"You guys are okay, maybe a little slow’, Dave says, not liking the way his voice falters a little on the words. 
Kirk takes one step closer, runs his eyes from Dave's face down his torso and licks his fucking lips. 

"I didn't mean the band", he says in a voice dripping with equal measures honey and arseric. 

Dave should punch him. But he's pinned in place, like he's some exotic butterfly and Kirk is inspecting him with 
those eyes that have gone all heavy and soft again There's nowhere to go and then Kirk is reaching out a 


hand with long, spidery fingers and placing it squarely on Dave's chest. 


Dave looks down, dumbfounded and blinking, when the hand drags down to that part of his stomach where 


there's a ball of nerves and tension growing again. 
‘lm not a groupie but I'm here if you wanna’, Kirk murmurs and trails off. 


His hand keeps going, inching downward until it's brushing against Dave's groin and it's like lightning, like he's 
been stung. 


Dave jumps and pushes Kirk off of him, sends the kid scrambling to the floor before he bolts. 


He spends the next day sulking in the back of the van, ignoring Lars's chattering and James's grunts and tries 
not to think about the way Kirk's shirt hung off of his shoulders, of the way his tongue danced over full lips. 


The fifth time Dave has just followed his band to San Francisco. Its March and spring is fucking cold here. 
Dave doesn't like it but they're leaving soon anyway, off to New York with no plans to return until summer, 


maybe later if they can book enough gigs for a tour. 

Dave isn't so sure they'll ever be back and maybe that's why when he steps off the stage at The Stone and 
runs head first into Kirk, hanging out behind the amps, Dave doesn't even think before he grabs Kirk's hair and 
smashes their mouths together. 


Kirk tastes like salt and beer and his teeth knocks into Dave's. 


"Hey man, take it easy, shit’, Kirk curses into Dave's lips. 


Kirk's mouth is full and soft enough to almost feel like a girl's but even though his voice is still high-pitched 


Dave realizes it's decidedly male. A second later he also realizes that this is the worst idea he's ever had, 
But when he pulls away and tries to bolt again his arm is caught in Kirk's vise-like grip and Dave lets himself 
be dragged outside, past the small crowd mingling on the sidewalk with their cigarettes and excited voices, up 
the street and into a back alley where Kirk shoves him against the wall with surprising force. 


"What the fuck, man?" 


Dave stares back down at Kirk but doesn't answer. The only sound is the distant honking of traffic down the 
street. 


"Listen, I'm obviously into you and l'm all for whatever that was but you're sending some really mixed signals 


here", Kirk says, in that angry lilting voice and Dave's back to wanting to punch him. 
"You better watch it, fag", he says coldly. 


But Kirk just laughs and now there's a hand on Dave's throat. Kirk's eyes are hungry again, starving even, 
half-hidden under curly bangs as he peers up at Dave. 


"Are you scared or something, Mustaine?" 
Shit 


Dave couldn't explain how or why but he's kissing Kirk again, biting at full lips and forcing his tongue into the 


smaller man's mouth. There are hands on his groin now, pawing at the front of his jeans. 


He grabs Kirk's thin shoulders and spins them both around, throws him up against the wall and there's a 
moment of silence and stillness as he stares down at Kirk, stares at his lips that have already filled with blood. 
He has gotten one of his hands into Kirk's hair without even noticing it and there's a part of Dave that wants 


to bash Kirk's head into the stone, watch him wince and bruise and bleed. 

"You don't scare me", Kirk whispers in a fatal tone before he drops to his knees. 

Dave closes his eyes and fumbles with his hands along the cold wall, scrambling to steady himself. He hears 
the metal clank as Kirk pulls at his zipper, feels a hand groping around to find the top of his underwear and 
then it's on his cock and it's all a little bit too much, a little bit too fast. 


"Fuck", Dave wheezes. 


But Kirk doesn't stop, Kirk just starts pumping Dave's dick with impressive speed and Dave has to open his 


eyes, has to look down, has to make sure this is actually real. 


All he sees is Kirk's eyes staring back up at him through messy curls, bruised lips parted in something that 
looks close to reverence. Like a flash of lightning, Dave realizes that Kirk is kind of beautiful and not just for a 


guy, for anyone. And then those same lips are wrapped around him. 


Dave can hear obscenities falling from his mouth like prayers from his mother's and thats a thought that 
needs to be pushed deep, deep down. But the way Kirk's tongue is working around him wipes Dave's brain clean 
of anything that isn't the warm, wet sensation sending tingles all over his thighs. 

He grips Kirk's hair again, following the motion of his skull as Kirk moves up and down and then presses 
further down, so far that Dave sees stars explode on the insides of his eyelids. There's a squelching sound and 


Kirk sits back and rests his head against the wall. 


"You know, for someone who throws the word fag around a lot, you really seem to like a guy sucking you off’, 


he remarks absentmindedly, still stroking long fingers up and down Dave's dick. 

‘Im not gay", Dave hisses, rage mixing with arousal in his voice. 

Kirk rolls his eyes. 

“Sure, man, whatever", he smirks and swallows Dave whole again. 

Afterwards, they share a joint on a bench. 

Its awkward and silent at first. Dave stares at the cars passing and tries to say something but he can't wrap 
his brain around sentences anymore. He feels the urge to pray for the first time in years but he doesn't even 
know what he would ask God for now. 

But then Kirk huddles closer in the chilly right and starts telling him a story about the first time he got so 
drunk he puked his guts out at a party not far from here and then he's talking about the music scene in the 
city and listing off the places Dave should check out and the bands that are doing some interesting stuff and 


before long Dave realizes he's breathing easy again 


"I know San Francisco has a bit of a rap down in LA but seriously, | think you guys are gonna love it", Kirk is 


saying and Dave just nods. 
"We're going to New York soon’, he offers. 


Kirk is leaning back, his head spilling over the backrest, and shoots Dave a bright smile as he hands him the 


joint. His fingers linger a little longer than necessary on Dave's. 
"I heard. It's so awesome that you guys get to take the next step." 


Dave nods again and takes a drag. 


There's something grating about Kirk's words, like he could say them to anyone. Dave isn't sure what he wants 
exactly but he knows he doesn't want to be Kirk's friend. He doesn't want to wave at him and exchange polite 
words the next time they see each other and he doesn't want to have to watch him giggle at James. He 
doesn't want Kirk to smile at anyone else. He thinks he might want Kirk to push back at him, with smirks and 
steely eyes. 


He can see himself, or some version of himself, stepping off the stage and there's Kirk and they stumble back 


to some shitty apartment where Kirk can get on his knees again, for Dave and only for Dave. 
"| could call you when we're back in town?" Dave hears himself say before he can bite his tongue. 


Kirk stares down at his hands. Takes the joint from Dave's fingers, fiddles with it before inhaling deep down 
into his lungs. 


"Listen," he says around the smoke as he exhales. "This was fun and I'd like to fuck around again. But | think 
you have some stuff to deal with and I've gotta get my own shit together, you know?" 


Dave can feel the color drain from his face. He takes the joint again reflexively, quickly. Kirk is still speaking and 
Dave wishes he would shut the fuck up. 


"Like, I'm cool with the fact that | like guys as much as girls. And | get it if you're not there. But | think that's 
probably something you gotta take care of" 


Dave doesn't meet Kirk's eyes when he stands up and stomps out the butt of the joint. 


"Hey, I'll see around, okay?" Kirk calls after him but Dave has already turned the corner. 


The sixth time, Dave doesn't see Kirk at all. He's already sitting on a cold bus back to the West coast, his head 
resting against a foggy window and his mind racing, when Kirk steps out of JFK and catches a cab. Dave spends 


the next month at the bottom of bottles while Kirk walks around the streets of New York in his place. 


It isn't until early May when someone tells Dave that Metallica has started recording their album that he finds 
out who replaced him. He smashes one of the windows in his apartment that night and has to cover it up with 


cardboard and tape. 


After that it's impossible to keep count. Dave is back in LA when his old band makes their triumphant return 
to their stomping grounds around the Bay but they're still impossible to escape, even the LA scene is buzzing 
with excitement over this new album full of his fucking songs. 


Dave spends the next couple of decades chasing them. He sees Kirk mostly through screens and magazines, 
where Kirk stares back at him with dark, unmoving eyes. He can't stop himself from reading everything, 

listening to every record, pouring over whatever live tapes he can get ahold of to find their mistakes. The 
press gives him plenty of opportunities to fire off insults and warning shots but there's frustratingly little 


response. 


They run into each other every now and then and Kirk is nothing but his same genial self. But Lars and James 
are always around and besides, Dave doesn't know what he'd even do with Kirk Hammett if he got him to 


himself for a minute. 


Kirk has the audacity to not only age gracefully but get more gorgeous, even in that weird phase in the 40's 
when he was clearly high as a kite. Dave would know - he spends the 10's in and out of rehab, in and out of 
the studio, cycling through band members. Kirk fixes his teeth, cuts his hair, makes out with fucking Lars of 
all people and gets those ridiculous tattoos on his hips. 


Dave jerks himself off in the shower after he sees a picture of Kirk lowering his pants down to show off the 
flames, dark-rimmed eyes meeting the camera with that same gaze he saw a decade ago in a dark bar in San 


Francisco. 


It doesn't get better when Kirk goes and actually gets his shit together, starts surfing and cuts back his 
drinking and keeps that body looking like it hasn't aged a day. 


When they finally share a stage, nearly three decades after he slammed Kirk into that wall, Dave watches him 
jump around with a goofy grin, sticking his tongue out and laughing with everybody but Dave. It takes every 
ounce of will in Dave's body to look away and keep playing. 


Afterwards it's a whirlwind of happy goodbyes, old enemies hugging it out and promising the next one's going to 
be even better and there's a fleeting moment when Kirk's arm wraps around Dave's shoulders. 


"You played great tonight", he hears and then Kirk is gone just as fast as he appeared. 


And then one morning Dave is scanning the news and there's a headline with Kirk's name pressed up against his 


own. He skims the quotes quickly. 


| mean, its the equivalent of the woman of your life leaving you. | mean, really, when your band kicks you out.. Ive 
never been kicked out but | can imagine it's a horrible experience, especially if its a band that you feel really 
passionately about. So | can understand Dave's plight over all these years. 


He reads the words over and over again, squinting at the candid picture of Kirk in a studio, oversized 


headphones cutting through thinning curls and straight teeth on display in a brilliant smile. 


Dave reaches for his phone and opens Twitter. 


| have tremendous respect for Kirk Hammett and I appreciate his take on this. He is almost 100 percent accurate. 
almost. He knows what he did and what he's not saying 


Dave's finger hovers over the post button. He erases the last sentence. 


| wish him the best 


